i. LINOGETS 
" MEAN-O!” 


AND STAY OUT, 
YA PEST!! 


YOU'RE CRUEL, FRED! I 
HOPE DINO TURNS ON YOU 
SOME DAY! 
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BOY, WOTTA PEST! YA 
RUINED MY LAWN, DINO! 


SY AND I ONtY DUG 5 FASTER,OUMMy! I 
ir ey) THEM BECAUSE WANT IT DONE TODAY/ 
I FORGOT WHERE : 
I BURIED A 
BONE! 


I'M GETTIN TIRED OF HIM 
TELLIN' ME WHAT TO DO! 


YA GOTTA SHOW 
ANIMALS WHO'S 
THE BOSS! 


IVE STILL GOT TO I MADE DINO 
FIND THAT BONE! FILL THE HOLES 
IN THE LAWN! 


LET'S SEE...WHERE 
COULD THAT BONE BE? 


7 
OH, BOr.... 
WOTTA 
TARGET! 


GET OUTA 
THAT HOLE! 


I WISH IL WAS N 

BIGGER AND 

MEANER, I'D 
FIX HIM! 
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JUNK! NOW START FILLIN! I GUESS I 
THEM HOLEG, DING,,OR ELSE? KNOW WHAT 
y) THAT MEANS! 
ooy 


A TALKING \A TALKING {OF COURSE 
LAMP? DINO? )ICANTALK| 


BECAUSE I'M A MAGIC YOU FOUND ME AND 

LAMP! Now, HERE'S THE alc! TICKLED MY TUMM\Y} 
FOR THAT YOU GET 
WHATEVER YOU WISH}, 


FONE WISH, TAKE 
IT OR LEAVE rr/ 


I WANT TO BE BIG REALLY? I CAN BEAT 
ANO MEAN SO NEXT UP PEOPLE? HOW LONG 
TIME THE BOSS KICKS WILL THE SPELL LAST? 
ME TLL KICK HIM mi all 
TWICE AS HARD! a 3 


YOU'RE ASKIN’ FOR IT, PAL! I'M 
GONNA GIVE YOU A SHOT IN 
THE CHOPS LIKE, 


WH -WATCH OUT FOR DINO, 
WILMA,,, HE TURN INTO A 
MAY 1 


N-BATER! 


GIVE ME A GREAT 
BIG KIGS, DINO! 


DINO LOOKS ALL (RIGHT 


T GUESS I MUSTA 
IMAGINED IT! 


NOW GiVE MBA GREAT 
BIG KISS, DINO! 


{ FRED FLINTSTONE, GET OLIT OF 
THAT CHAIR AND LET DINO BACK IN... 
HE'S AS SCARED OF STORMS: 

AS YOu ARE! 


YOU TWO COWARDS ALWAYS 
HIDE UNDER THE BEDIN A STORM! 


THE BOSS IS 
ASLEER,..NOW’S 
MY CHANCE! 


THERE'S HALF A I BOOBY-TRAPPED THE 

STRAWBERRY REFRIGERATOR, WAIT'LL THAT 

SHORTCAKE IN THE STUPID CRITTER OPENS THE D00R! 
REFRIGERATOR! 


YUMMY! I BEAT FATSO TO 
THE GOODIES FOR ONCE! 
~e 


IT AIN'T OVER YET, DINO, 
WAIT A MINUTE! 


'S THE 
LAST STRAW! 
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WHAT SOME GuYS'LL THAT'S THE FUNNIEST 
DO FOR A CRUMMY THI... NO, DINO! 
STRAWBERRY SHORT- 
CAKE! HE WANTS 
THE CAKE! 


I'D BETTER GET 
OUTTA HERE! 
~s 


DON'T LIE TO ME, FRED 
FLINTSTONE ,,,. YOU'VE BEEN 
RAIDING THE ICE BOX AGAIN, 
YOU'VE GOT CAKE ALL OVER 
YOUR FACE, YOU SLOB! 


HAVE YOU BEEN THEN YOU GO FORA \ | 
BULLYING DINO AGAIN? WALK TOO,,,AND DON'T 
WHERE |S HE? COME BACK WITHOUT 

- DINO! 


THIS IS ALL THERE'S GONNA BE 
DINO'S FAU! A BAD STORM... 
. t THUNDER SCARES ME! 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


SOMEBODY ELSE 
IS IN HERE 


T-THERE'S 
THE GHOST! 


WHEW! I SURE WORKED UP 
AN APPETITE! HOW ABOUT 
A SNACK, DINO! 


HE FORGOT HE WE BOTH GOT BOOBY- 


BOOBY-TRAPPED TRAPPED, DINO, BUT 
IT FOR ME! WE GOT NOTHIN’ MORE 
i j To WORRY ABOLIT! 


“Brontoburgers!| Brenteburgers! Brontoburgers! 
Everynight, we have brontoburgers for dinner!” com- 
plained Fred Flintstone. “Why can’t we have someth- 
Ing different for a change? I'm sick and tired of eating 
the same thing every night!” 
liked bronteburgers, Fred?” teased 
Barney Rubble. “You eat ten or twelve of them every 
time, we sit dewn te dinner!” Everyone laughed. 

“Droll, Rubble, very droll,” snapped Fred. “My 
tastebuds are suffering and you make jokes about it. 
I'ma big man with a big appetite. There's alot of me to 
fill up and I'm tited of filling up en brontoburgers!’” 

“There's alot te fill up, all right!” agreed Barney. 
“You're empty from your head te your toes!” 

Wilma stepped between the twe men before Fred 


could clobber Barney. Barney apologized and Fred's 
temper cooled. 

“Food is very expensive these days,” explained 

. “It’s hard te feed @ family on your salary, Fred. 

you like to have for dinner?” 


he 
answered. 

“Rabbit is very expensive,” said Wilma. “We can't 
afford to eat bunnyburgers!” 

“LT have an idea!” exclaimed Fred. “Temerrew, 
Barney and | will go hunting for long eared 
Tyranchares! Dino is a good hunting dog. We'll catch 
enough Tyranchares te make lots and lots of bun- 
nyburgers and it won't cost us a cent!” 

The following morning, Fred, Borney and Dine get 


up extra early to lead the car. Fred and Bamey selected 
their best hunting clubs. 

“Geed-bye Wilma!” called Fred as he heppped 
behind the wheel. “Tonight, we feast en bun- 
nyburgers!” 

Barney climbed inte the car beside Fred. Dine 
barked his geod-byes at the car rolled out inte. the 
street. The three brave hunters headed fer the 
wilderness on the outskirts of Bedrock. It was only @ 
short drive and they were there in minutes. 

Dino hepped out of the car and began te sniff 
around. His nose told him that there were plenty of 
Tyranohares in the area. He looked up and saw one 
hiding in the.bushes. He barked loudly and began to 
chase after the huge, prehistoric rabbit. 


“Hey! Wait for us, Dino!” yelled Fred as he saw his _ 


pet dinesaur dash off inte the weeds. Fred aril Barmey 
were still unloading the car. They would never be able 
te catch up with Dine if they didn’t hurry. 

The big bunny led Dine en a merry chase threugh 
the weeds. The Tyranchare was very fast. Hf Dine 


stepped te allew Fred end Barney te catch up with 
him, he weuld lepe track ef his prey. He kept running 
end running end running. Ding ran se fast that he 
didn't where he was going. He didn’t see the 
prehisteric rabbit aveid @ peel of quickeand-by hep- 
ping ente a reck. 

Dine ran inte the quicksand’and immediately 
began te sink. The harder he struggled, the deeper he 
sank. Barney and Fred couldn't get there in time te 
save him. 

“Help! Help.me, somebody! Helpmet” cried Dine as 
he sank in wp te his waist. 

Just then, the Tyranehare that he'd been chasing 
hopped eut ef the bushes. The bunny whistled threugh 
his big, frent teeth and all of his friends came hopping 
to Dino's rescue. The bunnies pulled Dine out of the 
quicksand and saved his life. 

“Yeu helped me and I'll help yeu in return,” sald 
Dine as he thanked the Tyranehares. “I'll keep the 
hunters away from you fer the rest of the day,” he 
promised as he trotted off teward Fred and Barney. 

Dine led Fred and Barney up and dewn hills, 
through streants and valleys, here, there and 
everywhere. They didn’t see a single Tyranehare all 
day. The twe.men were exhausted, but they refused te 
give up. Ditie had te find a way te discourage trem 
and make them heed for heme. He led them te « big, 
dark cave in the side ef @ mountain. 

“All of the Tyranchares must be in that cave,” said 
Fred as he picked up hiv club and raced inside. Barney 


follewed him. Dine knew that inside the cave was @ 


big, saber - tooth tiger. 

When Fred and Barney gaw the ferecious cat, they 

their hunting clubs, turned areund, and ren 

for their lives. Quickly, the these hunters jumped inte 
their car and dreve toward heme. Dine waved geod- 
bye te his friends, the Tyranshares, whe came eut of 
theichiding places as seon as Fred und Bamey started 
fer home. 

That night, fer dinngr, they had brontebyrgers 
gain! Fred ate twice as many as he vsvally ate. After 
‘all of that exercise, they tasted mighty goed! 


HEY, PAL, CAN YOU'ZE BIG AND 

YOU SPARE HEALTHY ENOUGH To 

ADIME? WORK! WHY GHOULD 
I GIVE YOU A DIME?! 


WHY DIDN'T YOU 
TELL ME YOU WERE 
\. PROMOTING PEACE! 


THAT'S WHY/ 


WHAT HAPPENED, DUMBO? I'LL 
BET SOME RUNT HALF YOUR SIZE 


BEAT YOU LP! 


STOP FEELIN! SORRY FER 


YOLRGELF DINO! T'VETRIED J d 


70 TEACH YOU HOW TO NAgaN! 
DEFEND YOURSELF 8UT 
A WON'T LISTEN ! 


YAAWWNI! I GUESS 
TLL HiT THE SACK! 
GET DINO OFF MY BED! 


WHAT? ARE YOU OUTA I OLGYTA GET RID OF 
| YOUR MIND? NOBODY THE DUMB DINO! 
SLEEPS IN MY BED 
BUT ME! 


DINO IS ALWAYS GETTIN! BE, 
EVERY TIMe IT HAPPENS WI 
FEEDS HIM MY GRUB AND LETS 
HIM SLEEP IN MY BED! 

FAT ANYWAY! 


I GOTTA DO ITHINK YA Nil) [ NO, SHORTY,, I’M GONNA TEACH 
SOMETHIN; OUGHTA SLOW } DINO HOW TO DEFEND HIMSELF! 
BARNEW! UA. DOWN, FRED! _£ 


NOW, DINO, I'M GONNA TEACH STICK AROUND, 
YOU HOW TO CLOBBER THE BARNEY, THIS 
OTHER GUY BEFOKE HE WILL BE FUN! 
CLOBBERS YOL!! 


[STAND STILL AND 
FIGHT, YA COWARD! 4 NOT HIT HIM 
TOO HARD! 


NOW, DINO, YA GOTTA REMEMBER. 
KEEP YOUR LEFT HAND OUT AND 
YOUR GUARD...UNGH ! 


\y) 


P THATS ENOUGH, 


TAKE IT EASy, HE SURE DID! 
DINO! 


FRED! DINO HIT IM A TERRIFIC 
TEACHER, AIN'T L?) 


I ONY HIT 
HIM ONcE! 


FREDS RIGHT! I'LL STOP 
MESSIN! AROUND AND GO 
GET ROCKY! 


I DONT SEE 
HIM! MAYBE HE'S 
ON VACATION}! 


COME OUT AND PIGHT, YOU 
CHICK ,,...0H,Hl, ROCKY! 


IF DINO GETS 
RT, FRED, YOU'LL 
HURT EVEN 


COME ON, PUT I DONT LIKE 
NEM UP YOU WHAT HE'S 
SLOB! THINKIN! / 


PILL FIX YOU FOR WHO'S YOUR 
THAT YOU BULLY! OWNER? I'LL 
DEAL WITH HIM! 
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COME OUT AND FIGHT, VA I DON'T CARE HOW BiG ) PLEASE,PAL) 
SCAREDY-CAT! T'LL FIX YAL YOU ARE! T'M WILLING 
JO TALK IT OVER! 


HE'S GOTTA BE I WAS AFRAID 
KIDDIN’! | YA WAS GOING TO 
BE FRIENDLY! 


EUSTACE, I TOLD YOU 
JO WASH THE DISHES! 


\ ( dis 6 GONNA TLL GIVE HIM THE 
BE FUN OU ONE TWO! 


Y'KNOW, PALLY, WE/RE 
PROBABLY THE 
TOUGHEST TWOSOME 
KIN BEDROCK), 


YOU HEARD ME... 
MOVE OVER OK 
ME AN! DINO'LL 
WIPE YOU OUT! 


